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water; still cooks the meal in the house. While
they still stand upright, they must do their work;
they eat and they sleep; they mutter frequently to
themselves; but they do not speak to others, and no
one speaks to them. They live in a twilight, where
even pain is scarcely felt.
Karlinahami was sinking rapidly into this twi-
light. In the jungle decay and growth are equally
swift. The trial of Silindu and Babun, the murder
of the Arachchi and Fernando, and now the loss of
Silindu had meant very little to her. She had felt
vaguely that many evils were happening, but facts
no longer had meaning for her clouded mind. She
fetched the water as usual for the cooking, mutter-
ing to herself; but she did not speak to Punchi
Menika, and Punchi Menika knew that to talk to
her or consult with her would be useless.
A month after the conviction of Silindu the life
of the village would at first sight have appeared to
have regained its ordinary course. But in reality a
great change had come over it. It had been a small
village, a dwindling village before; one of those vil-
lages doomed to slow decay, to fade out at last into
the surrounding jungle. Now at a blow, in a day,
it lost one out of its six houses, and seven out of
its twenty-five inhabitants. For after the death of
the Arachchi, Nanchohaini, his wife, decided to